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SUNRISE ! clean hours a-stir for rouse and run. 
Clear toilers '' cheerly ho ! " for morning, done 
In golden-volumed life along creation, — 
And one set labour manfully b^;un. 
Some bird will pipe thin heart-calls where none hear ; 
Some haulm unrecked will lengthen into ear ; 

To one one time, one work, one consummation. 
And strength appointed, — and the evening near ! 
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TO M. 

73 END down, thou woman, to the man, 
-■-^ Entreat him womanly; 
With equal look and pardoning smile 
Exalt his heart a little while 
In worship of pure thee — 
For this a woman can ! 

Full word in wisdom timely say. 

Mere woman, of thy kind ; 
No man is counted so secure 
But ye shall learn him to endure 

More knightly, more refined — 
And this a woman may I 
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TO CERTAIN. 

WHEN Hope, clean son of God- wed day, 
Dares straightly eye persistent ill, 
What lieth herein that men should say, 
" A paiiry pessimism stUl** ? 

No road contents for all the filth 
Being heaped at measure here and there ; 

Not whole the revenue of the tilth. 
Not sweet the surface of the air, 

While patch-clipt mildews vex deep com. 
And scattered stenches scar each wind ; — 

Yet who will say he blamed the mom 
That wrote " At morning some have sinned** ? 

That heart alone shall vision ends 
Which seeketh ways not all sublime. 

Alone shall thank the gods as friends. 
Recounting stains on God's own time ; 

That man alone may look askance 
Who saith " AU men are peers of me ; " 

Alone uphold the Better's chance. 
Fronting the Worse he dares to see. 
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THE WRITING. 

WHAT of the paper— 
the paper of the scribe ? 
A player's soul beyond control 

of n^ligence or bribe ; 
Tear-blotted in repentance, 

Fttme-yellow^d in ire — 
As every feeble sentence 
Might nndergo the fire. 

"What of the pen, then — 

the pen that scratched the runes ? 
A plume of Truth picked up in youth 

beneath lone chilling moons ; 
A draggled feather's guiding, 

A spluttering point to trace, — 
Above, the long abiding 
Of one persistent fieure. 

What of the ink, friends — 

the ink the pen dipped in? 
A little gall, some tears that fJEdl, 

and manliness, and sin ; 
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THE WRITING, ' 13 



Half dribbling rain of heaven, 
Half fog-fed melt of hell,— 

And all a quickening leaven 
For who hath tales to tell. 

What of the writing — 

the writing of the word ? 
The toil of one for something done 

through chill of days deferred ; 
A strolling gleeman*s singing, 

A message from beyond, 
A distant bell a-ringing, 
A strange epistle conned. 

Thus of the verses — 

the verses of the book 
By player bought of vagrom thought 
in wanderings overtook ; 
Perfectness and completeness 
They lack in greater part ; 
Then be each debt in sweetness 
Y-cancelled by the heart ! 
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OFF, 



OFF. 

WE'RE a happy crowd a-starting on the stroll. 
Scenes and props and baskets loaded in the 
truck, 
With a look to London-town, the player's goal, 

And a yearning for a slice or two of luck. 
The wheeled horses snort and tremble for the run. 

The big guard's impatient while we say "good-bye," 
"With his whistle to his mouth. 
Sucking breath to blow us south, — 
And it's "Darling, oh, my darling, do not cry ! " 
Ho ! — we'll keep the show alive 
Till the angel-calls arrive, 
And they're waiting for to shove us down below — 
low — ^low ; 
They won't find any shirking 
Where the lot of us are working 
For the sho — o — o — o-o-o — ow ! 

There's a ceiling of God's blue hung overhead. 
And a cloth of summer-green along the land. 

Open glows of silent sunlight amber-spread. 
And a-tuning of the Buzz-and-Bumble band. 
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So it*s "Darling, oh, my darling, fare-yoa-well 
Till the tour is ending, pantomime a-near. 

Till the fleecy Christmas-tide 

Flows upon us side by side. 
And we hold the Past as sea-shells to the ear ! " 
Ho I — we*ll keep the show, etc. 

We're a harmless crowd of players strolling by 

To the quiet that awaited man and maid ; 
We are getting through the simple comedy. 
And we dare to face our fortune unafraid. 
So it's " Darling, oh, my darling, do not fear. 

For the world will spin as must be to the end. 
And it's very, very true 
What I said in love in you ; 

And, my darling, even players have a friend 1 " 
Ho I — we'll keep the show alive 
Till the angel-caUs arrive. 
And they're waiting for to shove us down below- 
low— low ; 
They won't find any shirking 
Where the lot of us are working 
For the sho— o— o— o-o-o— ow 1 
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THE BALLAD OF THE LONELY. 

THE companies go by three and by four ; 
(Paint the front and poison the back I) 
Forth fared my boy on a three-months' tour, 
Kissed me, and — God, how the salt rains pour ! 
(Quite forget the actor!) 

The theatre was faced with rare hewn stone ; 

(Paint the front and poison the back I) 
There sculptors had set Art high on her throne 
By a costly illuminatory zone. 

(Quite forget the actor!) 

The hall and the stairs desired for nought, 
(Paint the front and poison the back !) 
Overloaded with all by a showman bought — 
Adorned unto prodigal waste, some thought ! 
(Quite forget the actor!) 

Rare prints, and flowers in gorgeous stands ; 

(Paint the front and poison the back !) 
A carpet fallen from Eastern hands 
With the sensuous sink of effeminate lands. 

(QuiU forget the actor!) 
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THE BALLAD OF THE LONELY. 17 

Beyond — ^all colour and glare of gold ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back /) 
Soft velvet, never allowed to get old ; 
Glory of fresco, and triumph of mould. 

{Quite forget the actor I) 

The manager's room looked cosy and neat, 

{Paint the front and poison the back I) 
With a deep armchair, and a rest for his feet, 
And a wealth of posies all spring-tide sweet. 
{Quite forget the actor!) 

The lounge ¥ras a wonder-thing to see ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back !) 
Long drink saloons eke of the first degree 
Housed the " Prime Old Scotch " and the " V, O. B. " 

{Quite forget the actor !) 

The ceiling was traced with a theme divine ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back ! ) 
In a frescoed frame rare goddesses twine. 
And on the proscenium the marvellous nine ! 

{Quite forget the actor!) 

The stage was fitted with lavish care ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back !) 
Rich scenery stocked by an artist rare. 
And the undulate light we filch from the ain 

{QmU forget the actor!) 
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THE BALLAD OF THE LONELY, 

The dead-heads flocked to the restful stalls ; 

{Paint ihejrpnt and poison the back!) 
But one crept off up the one-brick walls 
Where the stage-door creaks and the earwig &lls. 

{Quite forget the actor!) 

The porter counted the company ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back !) 
But one had entered invisibly 
By the Resident-Manager's courtesy. 

( Quite forget the actor /) 

The dressing-room floor was foul and rough ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back !) 
Each comer had separate stink enough 
To coffin the strongest, however tough. 

{Quite forget the actor!) 

Death stayed by my boy's own dressing-place, 

{Paint the front and poison the back!) 
Arranging the shroud round his fleshless face 
With the upper half of a stage grimace. 
{Quite forget the actor!) 

My boy came flinging a laugh and a jest ; 

{Paint thefrofU and poison the back !) 
He took up the grease-paint to look his best — 
But the bony hand froze on to his breast. 

( Quite forget the actor !) 
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THE BALLAD OF THE LONELY, 19 

The terrible arm wrapped round his ribs, 

{Paint the front and poison the back !) 
And he started and stared as a horse that jibs 
At the chinless lord of the common cribs. 
( Quite forget the actor /) 

All chilled stood my boy by the bone-bound side, 

{Paint the front and poison the hack f) 
And the slayer kissed him, and grinned in pride, 
And rattled aloud when he went and died. 
{Quite forget the actor f) 

Fair was my boy, with the eyes of blue ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back /) 
A tender gentleman straight and true — 
And he's one of those that the manager slew. 

{Quite forget the actor I) 

The beautiful half is torn from life ; 

{Paint the front and poison the back!) 
And I, who was once to have been his wife, 
Sit lone and afraid of the keen, sure knife. 

{Quite forget the actor I) 

God give me a long engagement soon ! — 
{Paint the front and poison the back I) 
And write in this clause as a special boon 
That I speak with my boy beyond the moon I 
( Quite forget the actor !) 
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THE BALLAD OF THE LONELY. 

God pardon — ^lest I should wish in hell ! — 
{Paint the front and poison the back /) 
The manager daubing his house so well. 
While the actors sicken in poisonous smell ! 
{Quite forget the actor t) 
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MADEMOISELLE. 



MADEMOISELLE. 

IN my heart-gallery hangs a picture 
Drawn from memory. Female?— yes. 
Nay, you may spare your lip-curled stricture. 

Spite of the dainty, boyish dress ! 
Sweet, you know not how, threading air-mazes. 

Traced through a ballet's wonder-meaning. 
As a quick beam that bursts and dazes, 

Flung from behind some thick cloud-screening, 
Over my life you flashed and fell. 

Leaving it brighter, mademoiselle ! 

When did you hoard such treasure of smiling? 

Whence did you steal such gesture-grace ? 
Sure some old goddess, men-beguiling. 

Shaped those limbs and fashioned that face ! 
Sure all that passion of mute expression, 

All that smooth-curving pliancy, 
Came direct through an high succession 

Welling from some rare deity I — 
'Neath your full-rounded bosom's swell 
Beats there a heart, fair mademoiselle ? 
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MADEMOISELLE, 

Am I then blind, divine, to name yon? 

Why, what is beauty after all? 
If for a feature one should blame you, 

I can but answer, ''Dolls do pall ; 
But here a face Love might be bom in. 

Here limbs cast in the mould of Love, 
Eyes the thick lashes cage no scorn in. 

Exquisite lines that do flow and move " — 
Each vital grace hafh a tale to tell ; 
You are no dead thing, mademoiselle \ 

I do but know you as most know you 

Gazing across the floats, unknown. 
Lolled in a velvet stall below you. 

Marking but you in the crowd alone ; 
Wondering, C3rnic-wise, " Do tongues stain you. 

Heads wag knowingly, eyes askance ? 
Do the untempted dare arraign you 

Merely for that you keep the dance?" — 
Oh, let them mutter ill or well, 
I will pay homage, mademoiselle ! 

I too am of the footlight brothers 
Flaying with paints and prompter's bell ; 

I too have had hard words from others. 
Cutting more deep than I will tell; 
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I have sought charity in my calling ; 

Where I think hardly, God forgive ! — 
Who made us judges of others' falling ? 

Let me learn this, *' lAv^ and let live 1 " 
Our sins, each to each ! if thence be hell. 
May you find heaven, sweet mademoiselle ! 



So in my gallery have I hung you. 

Never on earth shall we two meet ; 
My pathway passes not among you. 

Children of art-pursuing feet I 
I to my stage-plajTs, yon to your dances, 

£ach to our own 1 yet Fancy plays 
On thoughts of thanks for unconscious glances 

And heedless graces-^n other days ; 
If, then, my gratitude I tell 
That will be something, mademoiselle I 
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OF CHRISTIAN CHARITY. 

A SPIRIT did call to Brother Ball, and whispered in 
his ear, 
* ' Thou hast soothly trod in the sight of a God who claims 

thy veriest fear. 
Thy Christian tongue purrs soft among the reivers and 

the just ; 
For once then smite in a righteous might, or ever thou 
come to dust ! *' 



On the night he fled ; and the brother's head dropped 

low in pdndering : 
"My creed dwells whole in my Christian soul — why 

should I do this thing? 
My faith stands firm ; shall 1 tread a worm for the garth 

of Eden's sake ? 
Is it so, and so — this way I go ? then this way I surely 

take!" 
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So he greatly rose to lay the foes of the God he dreamed 

and served ; 
No smgle dread made pale his head, nor ever a jot he 

swerved. 
He bared his arm to stack the farm of the merciful good 

Lord, 
And a scythe of wrath for the aftermath of Him he 

straight implored. 

Bat this was old ; and that was told ; and these were 

good or rich ; 
And some looked long ; and some showed strong ; and 

he bangled the hours o'er—" Which ? " 
Till it came on a day what one did say of one that had 

overheard 
Of a wandering crew taint through and through in 

thought and deed and word. 

Then the brother caught at a sparkling thought struck out 

of a hardened heart 
By the world's keen edge — ^as a man might dredge all a 

summer day apart 
In a river's bed for one inch of lead to prove that the 

stream ran foul — 
So the brother gripped at a word that slipped from a 

suflTering nomad soul. 
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OF CHRISTIAN CHARITY, 



Then he added spleen, and a lie scoured clean, and the 

vezdigris of fame, 
A stenchpot rag from a Pecksniffs bag, and the grease 

of a slubbered name. 
The evil smell of a Christian hell, the fumes of a cleric's 

hate, 
The stagnant scum from his own mind's slum, and the 

ferment of his pate. 

He had never sent to that people's tent, nor welcomed 

one of the tribe ;^ 
No place had he at their council-tree to bargain with priest 

or scribe; 
He was still at fault for their bread and salt, he knew not 

their heart or hand ; 
He had only heard by an idle word of their wandering 

through the land. 

But Brother Ball received the call, and girt up his loins 

and ran 
To hang his curse for a rare wall-verse in the sight of 

each Christian man ; 
So fierce he banned the trembling land withdrew her 

palsying head. 
And the good folk gaped as the wrath escaped and circled 

and wheeled and fled. 
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There's an olden tale of a Prophet pale with the searching 

of Charity 
Who trod long back in a lonely track by the waters of 

Galilee; 
But if this be His way they teach to-day of redemption 

from the fall — 
I'd liefen be lost with the wandering host than saved 

with Brother Ball. 
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THE SONG OF THE SUPER. 

CRUMBS ! I'm fair sick erf it, BiU ; an* I com't erford 
chuckin' it, either ; 
Sixty ter-morrer an* orl ; an' I've sooped with ole Bany 
an' Dillon, 
Macready, an' Irvin', an' Barrut— an' never got blamed 
by 'em, neither — 
An' now ter be torked at like that by er baby with 'arf 
erf er frill on ! 
One bob er night ! — twelve browns er night ! — 
Nothink an' nobuddy never go'n' right — 
Wort ud ^ee do on er shillin' er night ? 

'Ee com't be civil at orl ; it's bekorse 'ee's er ignorant 
feller, 
Cum on the cheap ter be big over poor beggars bought 
fer er bob. Bill ; 
Plays at bein' dead on er rug ; fakes er fight with er silk 
rumbereller ; 
Sides it ; an' jingles 'is chink ; an' 's dead nuts on 'is 
hancestral fob. Bill I 
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THE SONG OF THE SUPER, 



*Ow much er night ?—^/ that er night I — 
Nothink an' nobuddy never go V right — 
'Ee'd be er torf on er shiUin* er night ! 

Men ezz is hactors — ^like them erz I menkshinned abuv — 
isn't narsty — 
Torks ter us like feller-hartistes whh 'earts in the good 
old perfession ; 
Down't cum er cakklin' around with er *' Damn ye, an' 
curse ye, an' blarst ye ! 
Yer drink-swillin' swine ! " — that's '« way ; ow, 'ee's 
siueet on a vulgar digression ! 
Wbrfs that er night ?—'<?/? bob er night ?— 
Nothink an* nobuddy never go'n' right — 
'Oo'U 'ave er drink on er shillin' er night ? 

Ain't it dis'eartenin', Bill, ter be 'ustled an' sworn at 
incessant — 
Sixty year old with it orl, an' 'im in er sumthink-an'- 
Iwenty ! 
Boys jest er blagardin' men in a way erz is speshul un- 
pleasant 
When yer minds 'ow the hactors 'ud give yer kind 
words an' kind doin's in plenty ! 
Twelve beers er night ! — ^fortune er night ! — 
Nothink an' nobuddy never go'n' right- 
Let '«m get old on er shillin' er night I 
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Well, it*s the larst act begun, an' the rag'll be lowerin', 
sonnie, — 
Only, I'm thinkin' ter-night erz they'd find as unusual 
willin* 
If jest while the farce is er goin' they'd swop out their 
pepper fer *oney ; 
Yer com't get a genius an' orl fer the chink erf a soop- 
erin' shillin' 1 
Jest that er night ! — ^no more er night ! — 
Nothink an' nobuddy never go'n* right — 
Take wort yer gets fer er shillin' er night ! 
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IN THE DOCKS. 

STEAMER docked with moorings hove the tide is on 
the flow, 
What freight was your freight, and which o' the worlds 
between ? — 
Oh, I bore a load of rice, with some ornaments and spice. 
From the India of the Empress to the England of the 
Queen 1 



Player free with shaven cheek and lines about the mouth. 
Who is there here, or have I a trade with you ? — 

Oh, I wander through a land safe in seas on either hand. 
And I come to hear of England where she treads beyond 
the blue ! 

Steamer trim with coal aboard and cargo-voided hold. 
What of the great ships spoken have you heard? — 

Clear witness of men known by whatever deed is shown, 
Bat of Englishmen accepted in the whisper of their 
word ! 
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Player poor with furrowed brow and inquisition eye, 

"What of our home-folk who never search the main ? — 
There are so-called People's friends spreading hate for 
private ends, 
But the bubbles burst in England, and the people's 
heart is fain ! 

Steamer in the twenty-four-foot basin, boats slung in. 

What message bring you from Norsemen over sea ? — 
From the countries of the sun, ** There is greatness but 
b^;un. 
Greatness bom of might in England," was the message 
given to me I 

Player sitting staring from the guard-chain of the gate, 
What of the spirit that homes within our coast ? — 

Quick it is and as of old, and the tale is not yet told. 
The completed tale of triumphs for the exchequer of 
our boast ! 

Steamer, you with painted funnel blistered by two heats. 
Whom hath your siren hooted at alway ? — 

At our British merchantmen, seven ships of every ten. 
Seventy ships of every hundred safely stowed within 
the bay 1 
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Player by the gate-house-keeper, tanned in sailing times, 
Who serve our safety in sanity of power ? — 

Oh, loud statesmen rise and fall, but the strong sense 
guards us all; 
An old people's newer reason ever pupil to the hour ! 

Steamer with the boat beneath and men a-brushing rust. 

What of the war-hulls that fill the inland seas ? — 
Boy and man and gun and ship, we will make all-comers 
skip. 
But the labour of old England is the toil that makes for 
ease I 

Player nigh the capstan yon a-gazing at my masts, 

What men are watching the weather of the State ? — 
Though the parties change and rave, there are ever men 
to save, 
Ever Englishmen for England ere the dial saith " Too 
late I 

Steamer by the storing-shed, there's peace upon our land ; 

What rumours bring ye, and what of peace is there ? — 

Ob, the nations sharpen swords, and manoeuvre shoddied 

hordes. 

And look round on little England— and they turn and 

speak her fair ! 
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Player bidit^ still at home and meeting man and man. 
Why do they fear us, and what should this be ?-— . 
Though the niggard closes purse, and the fearful dread 
the worse, 
We are moving on to wider wealth and health— it seems 
tome! 

Steamer come from Eastern tides 09 whicli the heat lies 
down. 
What doth the sun for the free-men of the North? — 
They are strong for every clime, and they laugh at space 
and time. 
And the evil-lovers shiver when an Englishman goes 
forth! 
• • • • • • 

Player in an island cradle rocked by Boreal gales, 

What of the hearts in these whirls of rush and need ! — 
Oh, the puling knave may croak, but the straight word 
still is spoke, 
And the nobler heart of England big against the day of 
deed! ^ ^ 

Steamer ready for the run, how long have you to bide ? 

Take in your ballast ; your crew have spent their pay ! — 
Four days IVe lain in here, and I've overhauled my gear. 

And to-morrow 1*11 be nosing out the markless ocean 
way! 
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Hayer kicking heel-and-heel against the stone-head now. 

When came you hither, and when go you hence ?— 
We are strolling week and week to the quiet that we 
seek, 
Strolling careless through green England, where we 
gather up the pence ! 

Steamer in the duck-pond dock, the Mersey's fretting sore. 
Fretting and chopping and aching for the load ! — 

Oh, I start at nine to-nig)it when the water's at its height. 
Back through the gate, and go about, and barge into 
the road I 

Player nodding farewell, fare you well, and yet again ! 

Tell all within, move her feet or dry or wet — 
Ay, wherever England be, on the land or on the sea, — 

If she mind her she is England there is no one may 
forget ! 
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THE SONG OF THE PROPERTY-MAN. 

/^W — *ere's bloomin' Monday momin' come agen, 
^^ An* er list o' props erz long en twice my ann ! 
They expects the least prowided of the men 

To rig er bloomin' ship, or stock er farm ; — 
They'll be wantin' of er fire-injin next, 

An* *arf er duzzin bally bootchers* shops ; 
An* they'll *ave er grummle round on some pretext. 
An' they'll swear the show's bin kippered by the 
"Props." 
An' it's Props, Props, Props ! 
An' it never 'ardly stops ; 
An' it's "Where's that bother karpit I selected?" 
An' it's "Where's that special lot 
Of the hoak yer 'aven't got ? " 
An' it's " 'Ere's the sort o' thing erz I expected ! " 

When yer've jest unpacked the town to find er gim 

Of er sort erz they could use at Waterloo, 
An' they don't let on erz they are carryin' one, 

An' they ask yer, " Wot's the bloomin' use o* you ? " — 
When the feller erz they calls stage-manager, 

'Oo don't know a bally gas-pipe from a brace, 
*S gettin' mad bekorse yer com't be there an' 'ere, — 

You'd think erz 'e 'ad bought the bloomin' place ! 



y Google 



J 

1 



THE SONG OF THE PROPERTY-MAN. 37 

An' it's Props, Props, 'Props ! ! 

And the langwidge erz yer cops 
Is er simple fraud on modem civ'lizaishun. 

An* for all 'e talks so tall 

*E's er puppy-mushy ball 
Of er silly fakin' ign'rant affektaishun. 

Then the fumitore won't never ^Oyyou bet; 

An' the table-doths is reckoned out o' use. 
Though no one turned out nasty on 'em yet, — 
But 'e's nothink without common low abuse ; 
Ow — ^ye're 'ung with names by some 'ead-bulgin' kid 

Erz ain't bin on the stage for 'arf er minnit, 
An' nothink's never right erz wot yer did, — 
An' for talk the missis ain't by long chalks in it. 
An' it's Props, Props, Props 1 1 I 
It'ster cry 'e never drops. 
An' the curtain's kep* er-waitin* for er candle, 
Which *e doesn't want er bit, 
An' it's never seen nor lit — 
Yet the way 'e shows yer up is fair er scandal. 

It's little I believes, an' less I thinks, 

'Avin' given up goin' to church an' all that fakin'. 
But I fancy erz there's somell stick for drinks 

In er certain long engagement they'll be takin' ; — 
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But props is props, an' there's a shop for V/v, 

'E'U be taken up above an', without wamin', 
Giv'n the crowns an' 'arps an' things an' cherubs' wings — 
An* it^s goitC to be eternal Monday momin* ! 
Ow, it's Props, Props, Props II!! 
An' it ain't all lollypops, 
An' 'e'U think o' me er-missin' of the pistol ; 
'£ may like it, 'e may lump it. 
But 'e'll 'ave to make er trumpit, 
An* it ainU so easy fakin' seas o' crystal ! 
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WHERE? 

THERE'S an agency somewhere— .but where? — 
Which conformeth the round to the square ; 
Many contracts are signed 
In the small room behind — 
And the contracts are various there. 

There's an agent — ^whose name I've forgot — 
With whom «* Is " is confused with *« Is not ; " 

** I've a shop " — he will smile — 

" In a very short while I " — 
But the fee is paid down on the spot. 

There's a story I once heard — ^but when ? — 
It was told after dinner by men 

When the coffee was on 

And the ladies had gone — 
It ¥ras told at a quarter to ten. 

An old tale that was current of— whom ? — 
Some pure soul that went down to the doom 

Of the hell of dead things 

With the brand on her wings, 
Stamped and sealed in that agent's back-room. 
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There are agencies here — ^also there ! — 
And all agents are courteous and fair, 

And this thing, I admit, 

Was a fairy-tale writ 
Of an agency somewhere — ^but where? 
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SUNDAY SPECIAL. 

OH, the mist lies on the meadows, and a rose-light 
in the West, 
And the land's all full of smiling, like a baby-maiden's rest 
While we count the tabled minutes, though the train is 

over-due, 
And the dinner in the distance lends enchantment to the 

view; 
For we're travelling by Sunday special, northwards ho ! 
And the ribbon-route is lengthening behind us ; 
We're a very happy four 
Of a company on tour, 
And the blessed Fates may take us as they find us ! 

There are ruins in the sunset, there are children on the 
gate, 

And the cows all feeding one way, and their keeper 
coming late ; 

There's a covey in the ploughland, and a rise of long- 
tailed cocks. 

And a haystack like a Chinese hat on one of Clarkson's 
blocks; 

And we're travelling by Sunday special, northwards ho ! 
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Through the moorland and the pine trees all a-resting ; 

With the hills on either hand — 

Distant fringes of fair land — 
And the " funny-man-next-door's " funereal jesting ! 

We have passed four great cathedrals, we have met three 

other Co.'s, 
We have ravaged the refreshment-room and warmed the 

frozen nose ; 
And the girls are all a-dozing, and the boys are playing 

"Nap," 
And the carriage-floor is crumby, and we're marking on 

a map 
As we're travelling by Sunday special, northwards ho ! 
Far away from all in southern ways who love us ; 
But the Fates can see us grin. 
With an English heart within 
And an English sky and English sun above us ! 
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THE MASTER CARPENTER SPEAKS. 

GRUMBLE ! o' corse I grumbles — wot is there else 
terdo? 
Ain't they re'ersalin' all on a puppus ter rile me ? 
'Ere's D'Oyly Carte's a-cummin', — an' their work'd 
kipper a few ! 
An' a scene ter make for a comedy company — bile 
me! 
Lord love a bloomin' duck ! — and where does my work 
cum in? 
'Amlet all over the place, an' Macbeth ter foller ! 
Re-'ersalin' down on the stage, an' up in the corners like 
sin. 
An' no room for a batten or tumbler— ow, donU * oiler! 



Sawin' disturbs ycr — eh ? well, I've got my work as well — 
Ain't I ter knock in nails ? ow — '// got 'is frills on ! 

Ain^t 'e a gentleman, Chorley ! that under stage-manager 
swell — 
Scott, 'e's jest fit ter advertize Beecham's Pills on. 
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No . . . I wam't savdn' . . . then; Iwasjest a-planin' 
this door — 
Thinks 'e's the weddin'-cake from the way *e takes 
it. 
'Im a stage-manager ! . . . Lor' ! well, 'is manager musf 
be poor — 
Don't know nothink, 'e doesn't — 'e only £akes it ! 

Why don't they go in front ? there's the new dress suede 
saloon; 
It'll hold their gaw-bli-me talent with something 
hover — 
Busted'Vi^ hamatoors ! — Bill Shakespur sucked from a 
spoon — 
That's all they're up ter — ain't our old stage in clover ! 
Fugh I they wants Barry about 'em — poor old Barry as 
died— 
They 'aven't guts to tackle the bloomin' tawkin' 
Let alone ** fights "an' "murders" an' "rostrums" an' 
' " traps " beside — 
Kid gloves ! where 'e rushed their's is jest droring- 
room wawkin' ! 

No ... I cam't put it off . . . an' yer've ben so re- 
markable nice 
As I wouldn't do nothink excep' as I thought 'ud move 
yer — 
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Wouldn't I like ter *ave yer roun* there in my shop in the 
vice. 
And a order sent for me jest fer ter plane yer an' groove 
yer! 
Grumble ! it's y<nt as grumbled . . . though I worked 
OTertime ter please, 
An' yer never so much as give me a drink . . . {bang ! 
crunch ! I) 
That's ruined 'i> scene, I think ... I could do wi' some 
bread and cheese, 
An' I've 'ad some fun . , , 'ere. . . . Chorley . . . 
com out, an' lunch ! 
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THE CASTLE CLIFF. 

THE peeling walls run jagged with eight centuries of 
years 
Round the rotten keep a-crumbling to my right 
Where supine I mark inferior heads round which the 
fisher steers 
From the herrings shoaling southwards in the night ; 
Ho ! the brown sails in the anchorage are crinkling in 
the wind 
By the market quay so loud with buy and sell. 
And the haunting crowds of idlers caught in upper streets 
are thinned, 
For it's ** Heave an' hauly, sling 'em from the well ! " 
And the players are strolling through all the land. 
The fishermen search the sea. 
But 'tis one in the end 
To have found a firiend — 
'Tis one to the fisher and me ! 

The happiness of children comes a-calling from the sands. 
Busy curing-sheds hang perfume in the air. 

The old church holds ages kindly in her bosom where she 
stands, — 
And the dead are, oh! so quiet round her there ! 
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Ho ! the brown sails flapping on the smacks are telling 
me of toil 
And the wonder of cold ocean ways to men, 
Of small specks on farthest waters out towards the mirk 
and moil, — 
Of dear sails that set and never furl again ! 
And the players, etc. 

Lazy larch the gulls a-dipping down at flingings from the 
boats. 
Where the lighthouse on the harbour lifts between ; 
And against the dirty landing-stage a painted tender 
floats. 
While the coasters in the haze are dimly seen. 
Ho ! the brown sails all a-bellying by the narrow harbour- 
mouth 
Tell the olden tale of love come home at last. 
Of the eager eyes a-strainiiig, wrinkled North or shaded 
South, 
And their joy of one familiar clumsy mast. 
And the players, etc. 

From the seamen twisting hawsers, from the cobles plying 
trade, 
From the yawls and the steam-trawlers at the quay. 
From the fish- wharf and the drawbridge and the 
mooring-cables laid. 
Comes a message of the searching of the sea. 
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Ho ! the great brown mainsails spreading with a ** hey," 
and"ho,"and"hoo," 
Tell a rover how the roving hath his will ; 
And his heart is with the seven of each woollen-sark^ 
crew, 
As he sendeth a " God speed ye I " from the hill. 
And the players, etc 

For the fisher and the player and for every man on earth 
There's a love to crown his searching of Love's ways ; 
He is framed for sobs and laughter from the moment of 
his birth. 
And the smiles and tears of love fulfil his days. 
And it's ho ! for the brown sails setting ere the boats go 
out! 
And it's oh ! for the players in the train I — 
Yet 'tis good for every man that he should labour on in 
doubt 
For one little gift of loving words in pain. 
And the players are strolling throughout the land. 
The fishermen search the sea. 
And 'tis all in the end 
To have found a friend, 
'Tis all to the fisher and me ! 
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A SUM-MARY. 

SHE moved flower-hearted, sank rill-tongued, 
A wild anemone her mind ; 
Her time one ladder broadly runged 
With easy moods and unrefined. 

Art flushed pale cheeks, lit false-waved hair, 
But gleamed not on the house within ; 

She lolled a siren, fierce and fair. 
Delighting sloth, and tickling sin. 

None ever knew her to comply 
With serious mood, or wise word said ; 

None ever knew her to deny 
The meanest thing that needed aid. 
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THE OLD ACTOR. 

A CONTRAST. 

I. The Ideal. 

RUBICUND features, greasy locks. 
Scowling at fanci^ pit and box. 
Mumbling eternal plum ; 
Folding long arms on a slobbered breast. 
Murmuring deep from sepulchral chest, 
** Ha ! but a time loeel come ! " 

Burdened with eyebrows thick and black. 
Eyes flashing indignation back 

Out from far depths beneath ; 
Wonderful stride, crook aquiline nose. 
Muttering gruffly wherever he goes 

Twixt fiercely clenched teeth. 

Shiny-seamed frock-coat — sizes small — 
Nap-lacking hat of the order tall. 

Boots that let in the cold, — 
** Prossing " for drinks and half-crown loans — 
That is the picture the general owns 

Drawn of the actor old ! 
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2, The Real. 

Thinking on days of youth long run — 
Failure, success, and storm and sun — 

(Slim once — handsome, and tall !) 
Big terms offered and big parts starred. 
Big hits made with the great old Bard — 

« Hamlet;' " Macbeth!' and all ! 

Trudging towards the narrow door. 
Weary and bent — and very poor — 

Just to put on old "rags," 
Just to be given a banner to wave, 
Just to sink " supering " into his grave — 

Is it a wonder he lags ? 

One that has been observed of men, 
Praised by fair lips and favouring pen, 

Known where each seat was sold ; 
One whose disgrace is Time alone — 
What do you think of my picture shown ? 

What of the actor old? 
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THE GREEN-ROOM. 

A PLBA TO LOCAL MANAGERS. 

GIVE US the Green-room back— 
The dear old room that all players loved. 
Where actresses, wigged, and jewelled, and gloved. 
And painted withouten lack ; 
And actors in " square-cuts " of rich brocade, 
With ribbons, and buckles, and calves displayed. 
Long sticks, bags, patches, and much perfume, 
Lolled, waiting their cues — ah, the dear old room ! 

Save us the Green-room yet — 
Your lumber, surely, can find a store. 
And the furniture never ¥ras here before — 

How the walls are soiled and wet ! 
And this was the room where Siddons sat, 
Where Macready laid down his stick and hat. 

Where Kemble thundered, where Kean displayed — 

But the glass is cracked and the cushions frayed ! 
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Leave us the Green-room, sirs ! 
The ''star " can dress in the appointed place. 
Where there's light and to spare to illume thai face. 

But new times bring new manners ! 
We have few Green-rooms and Siddonses now — 
We could do with one more of each, I vow ; 

And the property store and the rich ladjr^ 

Are sofriest substitutes there— to me ! 

And is the Green-room going ? 
(And the old green ** Rag" giving way to yards 
Of canvas with flaring advertisement " cards/* 

Or pictures beyond all knowing?)— 

No pleasant converse between the scenes. 
No friendly wit among "rival queens," 

Nothing but lumber and filth— good lack I 

For God's sake give us our Green-room back ! 
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"BILLING." 

OW, the nine-sheet double-crowns, an' the double- 
royals, an' all, 
An' the double-double bloomin' lot o' rags. 
An' the theatre-front, an' 'oardin', an' the winder, an' 
the wall, 
An' the "litho " faces o' the starrin' 'ags I 
Wot wi' startin' in the momin', and a-roundin' it till 
night. 
And a-'earin' of the re-marks an' the charf. 
An' your 'eart not fairly in it ; — if a feller dorCt get tight 
It's bekorse 'e's not the price of *arf-an-'arf ! 

There's the blessed dirty temper of the hagent in 
advawnce, 

As'U say as 'e's a " manager " that big ! 
An* the guvemor a-dustin' yer whenever 'e's the chawnce. 

An' the carpenter a-givin' in 'w dig I 
An' the lodgin'-'ouses fussin' if yer don't get on 'em let. 

An' a precious lot o' thankin', I dorCt think, 
An' the praise as never comes ; — well, if a feller dotit get 
wet 

It's bekorse 'e ain't the coppers for a drink ! 
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An' there's bloomin' Thursday momin', an' there's 
bloomin' Monday night, 
An' ye're fairly 'ustled up and down between ; 
An' the stayshuns ain't effective, an' the postin' isn't 
right. 
An' ye're quite the largest idiot as 'e's seen. 
An' ye're called ter 'elp the Props at night and run about 
all day. 
An' yer've got ter do the work of 'arf a score, 
An* ye're told ter turn ter hanythink ; — an' if yer doiCt get 
gay 
It's bekorse yer've jest got nothink, an' no more ! 

Wet or dry, or cold or 'ot, with good or bad and swell or 
cheap, 

Yer've jest got ter go a-trottin' roun' the town ; 
An' it settles on your system, an' it litho's all your sleep, 

An' it fills your night with double-double crown ; 
An' the paste becomes a jim-jam, an' a spectre paste- 
brush grows. 

An' the bucket dances down along your dreams, 
An' the posters jump ; — an' if yer cbnU a-realize your nose 

It's bekorse, as 'Amlick says, '*dibs only seems *' ! 
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SIR JOHN FALSTAFF. 

PREMIER of fat, good fallows, jovial Jack, 
*&ue kaight o' the garter, with thy leer-eyed mirth 
And laughter liquor-laden from its birth, 
Deity of bottles, Bacchus of burnt sack. 
All hail I of years some full three hundred back. 

Great Willy gave thee thy gross being, and thou. 
Most questionable knight, art living now 
Whikt he sleeps peaceful, free from all attack. 
Long since the curtain fell on his brief scene ; 
The footlights of the ages turn on thee. 
Thou quaintest, merriest offspring of his brain ! 
Yea, thou canst live by Genius' aid again. 
To swill and roar that all may hear and see ;— 
Genius may keep thee here, but he has been ! 
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HEART SONG. 

OH, I hear the hills a-<^Uing, a-callii^ low to mje, 
From the breathing blue horizon like a dake of 
foiry-sea; 
From the breathing of the distance where the tender 

£Eiiries play, 
They are calling down the valley in the words my heart 
would say — 
Player, we endure a little longer; 
You are weak, but what are we the stronger ? 
You to-day can borrow, 
We but win the morrow — 
Come, then, ere the curtain fjm on happiness and sorrow I 

Oh, I hear the leaves a-whispering, a-whispering in my 

ear. 
From the bending trees a-nodding while the autumn 

dances near ; 
From the lime, and beech, and elm, and ash, and oak, the 

friendship falls. 
As each bows before the clasping gale and turns to me 

and calls — 
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Player, blown about by fortunes chiding, 
Brief your time, but how long is our biding ? 
One day roam you hither. 
On the next we wither — 
Dance old care down ere the stage be dark and all gone 
— whither ? 

Oh, I hear the meadows laughing, laughing from below. 
Where the kine are grazing innocent beside the westward 

flow; 
And the voice that shakes the river ripples upward through 

their mirth 
In a tale of wonder-solace for the fool of empty birth — 
Player, floating down the years uncaring. 
Whence are you and wherewards are you faring ? 
One day all your keeping, 
We the next are sleeping. 
Join the laughter ere the house be shut, and Time a- 
weepingl 

Oh, I hear the feet a-pattering, a-pattering in the street. 
Of the filled and of the famished, of the cheerless and the 

sweet ; 
And all nature moves about me with a sheaf of olden 

tale- 
Rush of children, elders dragging, height of hill and deep 

of dale — 
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Player, there's a book well worth reading, 
Tales enough to sate a player's needing I 
Just one day for poring, 
Then the next for storing — 
Love life ere the kind friend smile whose beck there's no 
ignoring 1 
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NO TREASURY ! (FIT-UP). 

WE gave two weeks' rehearsal, and we paid our fares 
to join, 
And the props and paints have cost me nigh a quid ; 
We are "gentFemen" and "ladies"— and we've scarce a 
single coin, 
And we think, " Are many like us ? — God forbid I " 
For it's hand-to-mouth, and starve at that, and come out 
miles from town. 
On the promise of a certain fortnight's pay. 
Oh, the thing had "got a backer" who could "plank a 
thousand down," 
AnA first Saturday " No Treasury to-day I " 
No Treasury to-day— oh, we've come a deuced way ! 

We are starving — and no carving — 
And " No Treasury to-day ! " 

We're deceiving the landladies, who've got things in all 
the week — 
Though I swear that mine shan't suffer in the end ; 
She's hard-working, with six children, and I know she'll 
never speak, 
For she's poor, and so will treat me as a friend. 



I 
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"The Benevolent" '11 help us get our baskets back, 
perhaps. 
And the new " Association " do its best ; 
But the fellows who will blame us for engaging with such 
chaps. 
Are the actors that good managements have blest ! 
No Treasury to-day — oh, they'll have a deal to 
say ! 
Is it not enough — not hot enough — 
" No Treasury to-day " ? 



We've collected up among ourselves, and mean to play 
to-night. 
On the chance of something extra—something small ; 
But he's left us with the gas-bill — and they screw it pretty 
tight— 
And they're talking big on shutting up the hall ; 
We can travel on our luggage — this old railway's never 
hard — 
And can get a loan apiece before we start ; 
But they'll have to keep a bob to tip the civil Midland 
guard. 
And another pays the luggage-shifter's cart ! 

No Treasury to-day—oh, we're bound to get away I 

No remaining — some explaining — 
And " No Treasury to-day I " 
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Oh, it's crael roagh towards the girb to rush it on 'em so. 

And it's not so very easy on the men ; 
After-talking*!! be simple — ^but he asked us fair to go. 

And who'd chuck away a chance of money then? 
Which is cute enough to nose out who's a thief and who 
is not — 
They just change their name and start the game anew, — 
And you've nought to lose if nothing's all the capital 
you've got, 
And you think the luck is going to turn for you ! 
No Treasury to-day — we're a shiftless lot — ^but stay ! 

No refusing — no, nor choosing — 
And " No Treasury to-day ! " 



What the wife'U say — and not say — ^well, I hardly care 
to think ; 
And the kids'U be so glad to see Dad back ! 
But I've weathered storms before and kept at arm's- 
length from the drink, 
And I'll face this out however big and black. 
But your heart's a trifle sickened when the luck-abundant 
crew 
Talk so tall about " not taking 'bogus' shops." 
Tliey don't bring you long engagements, with entreaties 
to renew. 
And you've got the teeth, but got to find the chops ! 
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No Treasury to-day— it maynU change, but then 
it tnay ; 
Stilly at present it's not pleasant, 
This " No Treasury to-day ! " 
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THE COMPANY CAD. 

T)0 you want a receipt 
"^ For that obvious treaty 

The merriest wag any fellow can tneet, 
JVhc^sso "sad'' and so '*6ad,'' 
And so nUrthfuUy "mad''—' 

The pitiful^ wUtyfool^ Company Cadi 



With a black lining pencil scrawl, 
Cheap things on a dressing-room wall ; 
Be vulgarly rude to all 

Who provide you with information ; 
Monopoly loudly annex 
In charming the feminine sex ; 
And souls of the quiet ones vex 

With wit at a railway station. 

Allude in a playful way 
To your dangerous self all day, 
And boast that you never pay ' 
R^ard to " blank old convention ; " 
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Be sure your behaviour's trimmed 
With vulgarity so undimmed, 
That "mummer" is clearly limmed 
In every small intention. 

Let girls be all " ducks " to you, 
And you be their " own cuckoo," 
And hint you're a real " Don Ju," 

And call yourself ** Prince of Fakers ; " 
Shout ; argue poor landladies down ; 
Dress up in a gingery brown ; 
And *' give 'em a treat down town," 

With a walk that is not your Maker's. 

Buy ties of a blinding blend, 
Shirts lined like a railway-end. 
And pick up some flashy friend 

Wholl drink all the day unblinking ; 
Be offensive about your art. 
Declare you could " give 'em a start. 
And a licking in any part " 

(Though you won't get the chance, I'm thinking). 

Disgustingly patronize 
All folk who don't "mummerize," 
And lower the stage in the eyes 
Of all who have observation ; 
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In short, try and make a *' hit," 
Be noisy, and think it wit, 
Be "mummer*' in every bit — 
Do deserve your appellation ! 
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THE ** BOGUS MAN." 

A SONG OF THE ASSOCIATION. 

COME, actresses and actors round, and ponder all I say, 
To queer the thievish bilker's pitch. Associate to- 
day ! 
You plank out very little, and you help the cause a deal, 
And see the beggars shivering when they're going on the 

steal. 
Whst — ^whst — ^whst — ^here comes the " Bogus Man ! " 
So set the Council on his track to scotch him when they 

can; 
Crush the reptile once for all, for that's the only plan, — 
Lend all your weight. Associate, and queer the " Bogus 
Man!" 

There's full discussion needed on all matters old and new, 
There are companies left stranded, there are salaries 

overdue. 
There are filthy holes of dressing-rooms that give the 

grave a chance. 
Bat over all the Bogus-Ghoul who feeds on circumstance. 
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Whst— whst— whst ! here comes the " Bc^us Man !" 
Then brand hun as a lifting knave and lay him under 

ban; 
Though he talks so big and all, he*s only stuffed with 

bran, — 
So prick the thing and let it sing, and drain the " Bogus 

Man!" 

The Stage and Era ne'er begrudge a plucky word or 

blow. 
But we must do the trick ourselves, and work the general 

show; 
Who'll help each other — ^they are strong ; who will not — 

they are weak ; 
So when a thief is on the prowl hit out and hear him 

squeak! 
Whst — whst— whst 1 here comes the " Bogus Man ! '* 
Then tell them what he is, and let him hurt you if he can ; 
Send the message through the tribes from Beersheba to 

Dan; 
Think well on starving strollers " left," and scrunch the 

"Bogus Man!" 

There's many an honest manager whom Fate has run 

aground— 
We'll shake his hand and dry his clothes and send the 

hat around ; 
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But sling the boom athwart the pest, who sails continually 
With rotten keel and load-line faked for onr uncertain 

sea, 
Whst — whst — ^whst ! there goes the ** B(^;us Man ! ** 
Set harbour-masters in his wake and stop him when you 

can; 
Guard the road and man the tug — the biggest rogue that 

ran! — 
Bring in and break the leaker up, and damn the " Bogus 

Man!" 
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A-STROLLING. 

WHEN first we went a-strolling 
The way seemed wondrous fair ; 
The red was real npon the cheek, 

The gold-shine in the hair ; 
We worshipped every woman. 

We trusted every man, — 
The world went very well with us 
When strolling days began. 

When yet we went a-strolling 

The way grew strangely cold ; 
The rouge glared high on shrivelled skins. 

The grey bewrayed the gold ; 
We found each woman cheapened. 

Each friendship blown upon, — 
The world was all a Dead-sea fruit ^ 

As strolling days wore on. ^ 

When stiU we go a-strolling 

The way bears weeds and flowers ; 
We count some cheeks where health is wont. 

Some natural golden showers ; 
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Each knows one loftier woman, 
One sacred-hearted friend, — 

The same men face the same old world, 
A-strolling to the end. 
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THE PROFESSION. 

WILL you blame me for my rhymes. 
You— ZA^ Profession ? 
Well, all times are not hard times 
In The Profession. 
Gladly suffer one inditing — 
There are blots in every writing, 
There are matters uninviting, 
So-called sin 
Out as in. 
And some matters not all good in 
7^ Profession ! 

There is kindliness to find 
In The Profession ; 
And a broad and generous mind 
In The Profession ; 
There is comradeship ungrudging, 
And a hand for poor ones trudging ; 
But the record shows some smudging, 
Some ink spilt. 
Some rubbed gilt. 
Some untidy comers left in 

The Profession. 
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There are women womanly 

In The Profession ; 
There are men of honesty 
In 7%^ Profession ; 
There are tears for those a-weeping, 
There is laughter too in keeping, — 
And a something better sleeping 
Very oft, 
Something soft, 
A strange tenderness and trust in 
The Profession. 

There's a deal of human good 

In The Profession ; 
And a charitable mood 

In The Profession ; 
There's a power of hearted welcome. 
And " stand-by-while-heaven-or-hell-come ; " 
There's the whence some whiffs of smell come, 
As they must 
From old dust. 
There is sweeping may be done in 
The Profession. 

There is many a pleasant place 

For The Profession ; 
And the public see the &ce 

Of The Profession ; 
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Let them greet it as they find it, 
There's a juicy heart behind it, 
And some brother blood to bind it 

To the gift 

Not of thrift— 
The quick, careless helping hand of 
The Profession. 

Let us own that we are proud 

Of The Profession ! 
Though we say hard things aloud 
Of The Profession ; 
For however much the debtor. 
In the spirit or the letter. 
Yet we love it all the better 
When we see 
Bad as we 
More pretentious fellows out of 
TTie Profession ! 



y Google 



SUNSET—and fell of one more tiny day ! 
The little struggling hours have packed away, 
The stillness dwells on all — ^what of the delving ? 
VThat of the labourer hired for humble pay ? 
White clouds blush rose-red, and the ddver turns 
Content for what love gives and labour earns ; — 

All men are made for quiet, all tools for shelving ; 
Carp thou at none — ^from all of life man learns ! 
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